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figures. . , . Then, save for Reuben's huddled
body on the steps, there was nothing in the
garden. Only the flames of the stable chattered,
hissed, rose and fell as though they were busy
with their own private important business.

Judith, with Reuben's head in her lap, looked
desperately around her.

* Quick, quick, Fred.    Someone fetch Doctor
Borden from the village.    He'll be hiding in his
house.    Tell him' (her voice was fierce and bitter)
* that it is safe now.    He must come.    The
women  must  get  buckets  for  the fire. . . /
She caught sight of some slinking figures in the
gateway.    Villagers who, now that the riot was
over, had crept out.    * Force them.    They must
help.    The house must not burn.'

Bennett answered. * The house is safe. It
is only the outside sheds. The fire is burning
itself out. Oh, Mr. Reuben, are you hurt, sir?
Are you hurt? *

4 He's dying, Fred.' She bent over him.
His eyes were open, looking at her. He smiled.

* Good-bye, Judith.    I did my best.' '

She knew that he was dead. Her hands were
soaked in blood. She stared out above him to
the quiet sky and the stables lit by fire. She felt
a hand on her shoulder and looked up. It was
Mrs. Quinney.

' He is dead,' she said quietly. ' Help me
to carry him in/